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TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN: 


Poetry, like politics, makes strange bedfellows. 
We finger beads, a rosary of one-night stands, 
too many cigarettes, too little sleep, 

and always, waiting at the edge of sleep, 

the blackjack bulge of the morning after. 


We all come to it, finally— 

the crucifix at the end of the tether. 

But there were days when we were full of grace 
and there were nights as gravely elegant 

as Mozart concerti. 

We lived at the edge of the mirror then: 

obliquely remembered, the confabulation of angels. 


The clockwork nightingales run down 
eventually 
and everybody’s going out of town. 


LINES FOR THE LAST OF THE LYRIC POETS 


Buttery September light smears all the green with yellow. 
Robert Lowell died last night, in transit as usual. 
Here in the South the first leaves are beginning to fall. 
They lie on the lawn like false starts of a poem 
no one now will ever write. 

His heart failed, after all. 
It was not, as we half expected, an overdose of Nembutal 
or the classic opened veins of a Roman emperor. 

Out of sight, 
the heat pump breathes discreetly. We have kept our cool. 
He wrote “My mind’s not right” and “I myself am hell.” 
Only a fool would go to prison for a principle. 
We breathe the rare, expensive, comfortable air, 
suspect it is the season that so saddens us 
and not the future thrumming in the walls. 


TERRA AMATA | 
Homo erectus: Nice 


Clenched in the fists of time 

like scimitars the terrible word in stone: 
that one walked here 

four hundred thousand years ago 

here, striding on arched feet 

stalked the wild boar cunningly 

with spear and stone. 


Cliff, beach and cove 

bask in the mediterranean sun. 

Among the dunes small naked boys crouch 
scowling at unkempt venuses 

cavorting in green foam 

a living seine, the quick fish gasping 

from miraculous fingers, thumbs. 
Hunkering hearthward 

madonnas with monkey faces suckle young. 
Firebearer crone forks embers from a bowl 
the bellows of her breath a magic deeper than prayer. 


#7 


The huntsmen halloo from the cliffs: 
there will be feasting 

odor of charred flesh rising like an incense 
all night long. 


TERRA AMATA II 
Terrarium with Chinese Figurine 


Bone-white, becalmed in porcelain 
her chiselled robes fall artfully 

as if remembered winds arranged them 
with a sculptor’s hands, just so. 


Lush, still, the jungle swirls 

around her, sucking the black earth. 
Now no wind ruffles her polystyrene 
universe: no wind will ever blow. 


Day after day a god’s hands 
turn her world a quarter turn 
to take advantage of the light. 
Bone-white, pristine 

she watches, lets them. 


10 


TERRA AMATA III 
Sancius for homo sapiens 


An exquisite, incomprehensible pain 

has drawn him elegantly thin (not unlike 
those nameless, sanctimonious Byzantines 
one sees in art books ostentatiously displayed 


there is about him that same tautness— 
something rectilinear, a holiness. 

His hands and feet are narrow, white 

as gesso in a mended bas-relief; 

his eyes are flat and black as loneliness: 

a man betrayed, a runner almost out of breath. 
on coffee tables in chic sitting rooms): 
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TERRA AMATA IV 
Ad Man’s Apocalypse 


Picture the whole-earth 
apple-of-God’s-eye 

shrunk to a pomander 
aromatic, dry 

hung from a velvet ribbon 
in the polar sky: 
earth-apple, Everyman 
swung sweet and low 

like Lazarus 

or God’s yoyo . 
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TERRA AMATA V 
Neanderthal: Dusseldorf, 1856 


Out of the frost and thaw prehistory thrusts him. 
Demographers imagine his kind 

spreading northward like a biological stain: 
Stone Age artisan, a modern mind 

locked in the archaic body of a shambling ape. 
Poor monster-man, misshapen by what accident, 
what whimsical Frankenstein, he drags his soul 
behind him like a travois. Refugee from Eden, 
skeleton in the closet of mankind, 

he’s a joke Time played on Aristotle, 
unspeakable black sheep, Lazarus 

lifted piecemeal out of Dusseldorf: 

he’s homo sapiens neanderthalensis, 

Adam’s unbilicus. 
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TERRA AMATA VI 
Ice Ages 


They will come; nothing can stop them— 

the Riss, the implacable Wurm— 

and the mountains shall shrug their icy shoulders 
and the wooly mammoth shudder 

and the bison shall forage under snow. 


Then we will sit as stolidly as boulders, 

aching with cold, until the moon turns. 

We will leave the wolfshead talisman to guard the door. 
We will rise up like tourists with our bundles. 

We will go. 
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TERRA AMATA VII 
Anthropophagi 


That which the mind abhors 

by daylight hackles along the spine 

rise to applaud: don’t ask 

how far from the brain 

of Albert Einstein to the brow of Cain. 

The measure of a man’s from occiput to boot. 
Who hears the mad, mad music 
of the thighbone flute in Africa 

may never walk abroad | 

on pain of death except his animal be chained 
when out of doors at night. 
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THE TREE OF LIFE 


The Tree of Life is always there, unkillable and enigmatic. 
Its great unfathomable taproot, like a screw, 

has disappeared behind a row of rainbows. 

We have learned to call the rainbows terra firma. 


Pears and pomegranates droop there, roses 

blush and blanch according to the tides of blood 
or history. The thistle and the fleur de lis 
consent to an unnatural democracy, 

accept the humble acorn, the potato flower. 


In an excess of biology, a squirrel and stag 
have come to rest on rainbows and a frantic bee 
ignores the peacock’s envious golden eye, 

the corkscrew logic of the conqueror worm. 
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MARRIAGE LINES 
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MARRIAGE LINES: DECEMBER 1974 


This is no pleasure trip. 

We're off to see your sister 

dying of cancer and the day 

is dull and goose-grey, 

heavy with snow; the sky sags 
with its burden of snow 

or sleet or rain and we 

sit with the heater on 

caught in the jam of traffic 

at an intersection, watching 

the crawl of crosstown traffic 
while the southbound tourists flow by 
on the arterial interstate 
hemorrhaging toward Florida 

and the seasonable tinsel-glow. 
We sit here patiently, Beethoven’s 
Ninth Symphony throbbing 

from the dashboard stereo. 

We’ve come so far together; 
death has a familiar face, is factual. 
We know what we know. 
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AUBADE 


At forty I have learned 
to walk on eggs 


expertly, seldom break one. 


Mother Goose was wise, 
to wit: all eggs are 
accident-prone, some 
suicidal, teetering on 
walls—lugubrious! 


Corpus delicti, corpus luteum: 
to make an omelette 

you have to break some 

(or you might say 

lust, like beauty’s skin deep, 
love being to the bone.) 
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CARPE DIEM 
A Sonnet for an Anniversary 


At the Starlite Drive-In we watched Doris Day’s 
perpetual virginity projected on the silver screen, 
each freckle three feet wide. At thirty-five 

the ingenue, wide-eyed above the daring decolleté 
she was the pluckiest of the unplucked 

darling buds of May, 

perennially blond, insouciant, unsullied 

Alice in a Wilshire Wonderland. 

And we were sixteen if we were a day, 

as old and wise as sin itself. We wrestled 

in the back seat of your brother’s Chevrolet, 
Russian roulette with the rhythm system, 

after homework, making straight A’s. 

Love, love, it seems like yesterday .. . 
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SURVIVING THE STATISTICS, OR THE 
PERFECT MARRIAGE 


He trusts me, sleeps with my knee 

thrust between his thighs—a habit of long marriage— 
as if he did not fear the fatal reflex, 

the perversity of women. 


Awake, I try to guess at his inscrutable dreams— 
the dreams he never tells me— 

of making love, perhaps to Raquel Welsh, 

of winning the READER’S DIGEST sweepstakes, 

of finally seeing our son the medical student graduate. 


Our bed rocks gently on an oil-slick sea. 

I dare not close my eyes. To sleep’s to dream 

and in my dreams the world is pre-columbian, 

small and flat, our destination marked by mythological 
cartographers on yellow maps: “BEYOND THIS PLACE BE 
MONSTERS.” 
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SLAUGHTER OF THE INNOCENTS 


Who would have thought 

that those soft kitten paws 

could maim and mangle so? 

The Wandering Jaw is shredded, 
its stained glass leaves 

already ashen. Of the Swedish ivy 
one bruised branch remains. 
Only the poisonous Jerusalem cherry 
has escaped, without a scratch, 
their killing kindness 

deadlier than frost. 
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INFLECTIONS 


Until this moment we had anticipated farce 

and certainly the scene was set for cameraderie. 
Firelight on the usual furniture, 

the handsome hero fondling his pipe beside the hearth, 
his wife quite decorative in something hostessy, 

the other woman casual, cliche in something dark. 


Two acts of soapy dialogue have drugged us. 
We have not been listening. 


Now the hero with his craggy profile calculates his spot, 
drawls “. . . hope I haven’t bored you” 

and the other woman answers “You never bore me.” 
Suddenly the script is not the script, 

the hero’s wife is tight-lipped, trembling 

too late to rewrite and the scream 

is rising in her throat like jagged glass. 
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PENDERLEA 


Had you asked, I would have answered. 

We were not ones for tender words. 

Eyes tilted to the sky, we spoke of the weather, 
whether the bees were late this year or early 

and the graveyard fatter since December. 

I remember pansies, velvet-faced, 

along the path we took, and the brown river 
swollen with recent rains 

and how my head came up as high as your shoulder. 
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GONE TO EARTH 


Now that you’re gone 

Ill wear grey gowns and comfortable shoes 

or cut my hair 

and wear innocuous perfumes—or none at all— 
and sleep alone. 


And if I miss you sometimes— 

they say men miss typhoons 

in the shocked aftermath, the calm— 
the missing will be momentary. 


I have been too long an exile in the wind. 
I need the feel of earth, a burrowing. 

I should be glad of roots for rafters. 
Having weathered you, 

I could eat radishes and thrive. 
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THIS ROOM REMEMBERS 


This room, bereft of calendars, 

remembers where we stood together 

with the key so cold and heavy in your hand. 

I could not meet your eyes. 

You laid it slowly on the table. 

turned to meet me. I moved with you 

through a rising surf of blood loud, louder in my ears. 


We moved like divers underwater or in dreams. 
The walls leaned inward, listening. 
We disappointed them. 


And outside, in broad daylight, 

neon shouted, red and green, 

MORRISEY’S MOTEL and every thirty seconds 
VACANCY! 
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WHITEWATER 


Your voice runs past me roiling over rocks, 
a fugue flung from the cataract. I listen, 
but the words are lost in thunder. 


Groping for your eyes, I surface 
once. The rocks are razors. 
Choose to bleed or drown? 


Caught in currents I cannot control or contradict, 
whitewater of your words, 

I mark a mental “portage” on my map beside your name, 
in case I should survive, 

in case I should come by this way again. 


27 


INTAGLIO 


Because the chisel bites into the heart’s rind 
deftly, plunging through muscle to the 
pulsing flux from chamber to chamber, 
iambs shudder and grow shrill, jack- 
hammered to rubble over which the red rain 
dribbles and pools in gutters. 


Later, love, when this half-life is over 
and the heart stands dumbly in its granite 
peace, there will be time enough for this 
intaglio: 

five numerals, and over them, your face. 
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THE CAST IRON BUTTERFLY 


Heavier than air, its ponderous curlicues 
refuse to rise to the occasion. 
Impossible to imagine that it ever flew, 
even for an hour beating the air 

with gaudy, breakable wings. 


This, then, is what it comes to: 

death of rainbows, 

the bright dream blackened, stiffening 

for one more casserole 

and the sybil with her head in the oven screaming 

IF YOU CAN’T STAND THE HEAT, GET OUT OF THE 
KITCHEN! 
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SARDONYX 
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MANHUNT (after reading an ad in the 
New York Review of Books) 


Holding high this little lantern, 
walking on the bias in a Wednesday wind, 
I seek a variegated man from Philadelphia, as advertised. 


Below the Mason-Dixon Line, the men talk slow. 
Their vowels roll out round. 
Their mouths are made for bourbon and tobacco. 


A man from Philadelphia might blow my mind, 
staccato, like a Gatling gun, but bored 

with pedestals and altars I would go 

as far at least as Philadelphia to find 

a man without magnolias on his mind. 
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SOUTHERN COMFORT 


Stripped of your velvet gowns and airs and graces 

you stood in Tara’s blasted acres like a broken queen 
and clutched the dirty turnip in your fist, 

hissing the line that made our motto, Scarlet. 


Embroider it on samplers! 
Petit-point it on the seats of chairs! 


Ashley Wilkes, goodbye. Goodbye, soft summer land 
of gentle lovers. Southern chivalry, 
goodbye, goodbye. 


We'll wed the blockade runners. 

We'll wear our fetters forty-carat-high. 

We'll wean our sons and send them out to die 
but we will not eat dirty turnips from this soil 
again. 
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THESE THREE 


God’s tooth slips on the smooth 
brown nutshell of my brain. 

Faith is phenomenal, like tunnel vision. 
Hope and charity, of course, remain. 


Once, in Elsinore, 

poor Yorick’s brainpan 

crumbled in the clay like rotten lace 
while a mad prince dithered on the brink, 
unable to call a spade a spade. 


Death and taxes, faith and praxis— 
and for every atheist a foxhole, tailormade. 
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MRS. APOLLINARIS HAS TWO TIARAS 


Mrs. Apollinaris wears her small tiara everyday. 
She wears it to the supermarket where 

the matrons all declare it marvelous and rare 
among the fresh tomatoes and the frozen peas. 


Between the town’s best dress shop and the bank 

Mrs. Apollinaris often goes, although 

she never has been seen anywhere near the library 
which is cheek by jowl with the downtown liquor store. 


Mrs. Apollinaris keeps 

her large tiara in a safe at home 

disguised 

behind the gold-tooled leather spines 

of a complete edition of the Works of W. Shakespeare 
which no one ever reads because 

there are no pages in them. 
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REQUIEM FOR THE PEPSI GENERATION 


We were the piebald poets of the Pepsi generation, 

full of piss and vinegar. Our paws 

went patty-cake when they played “Down With Rochefoucaulde” 
at Lincoln Center, but the bullet didn’t swerve. 

So we tacked pennants—Mekong Delta Gamma— 

on the bamboo walls and wore 

our khaki shrouds as solemnly as mortarboards. 
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THE HAPPY HUSWIFE HUSTLE 


Having been born without a skin, 
I wrap my house around me like some fabulous pelt 
of bricks and mortar, breathing easy, marking time. 


The furniture of my life is unpretentious— 
pewter, pine, maple and brass, coarse cloth— 

all country things. Cosseting amber-brown, 

my carpets catch the light like acres of ripe wheat 
ruffled by an autumn wind. 

Such simplicity could cost the earth. 


I should have been a nun, except for three things: 
poverty . . . chastity . . . obedience. 
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RURAL FREE DELIVERY 


The mailbox yawns. Another mouth to feed. 
Manila envelopes, informals, 

business letters, manuscripts 

all disappear like magic 

down its insatiable maw and daily 

on the dot of nine, 

as punctual as a baby with a spastic stomach, 
it regurgitates “The Old Reliable,” 
Occupants and bills. Occasionally 

it hiccups checks or letters, 

picture postcards wishing I were there, 
samples of soft soap, an invitation 

to address the DAR. 

Poems I sent out six months ago 

come home to roost in its black jaws. 


The world may well be underwater. 

All my friends may well be broke, 

blind drunk or out of town. 

Summer simmers like a watched pot, 

on and on and on. The mailbox yawns, etc. 
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M. P. H. 


From here it’s downhill all the way. 

See how the abyss invites us, 

holding out blurred arms as we 

go faster, faster to oblivion. 

The wind slips by us, ticking, gnashing teeth. 
Who wails? 

The road is black glass, aftermath 

of old volcanoes, slick with tears. 

Brakes are superfluous. 

Goodbye, goodbye my dears! 
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AT THE AIRPORT 


A toad, his brown skin mottled and rough as seersucker, 

shoulders his way out of the gravel burrow, blinking at the sun. 

Accustomed to the dark, distrustful, lumpish, loathesome, 

he regards me wryly as I walk among the aircraft on the 
tarmac apron. 


The sky is hard and high, 

as ominously bright as thin lead crystal— 
oceans of air, blue-white and unpredictable 
with echoes of leashed laughter. 


Men with hard eyes hurl themselves against that sky, 
measuring the depth and breadth of it 

in miles per minute, feet per second, smiling. 

In their sleek metallic skins 

they soar like pterodactyls. Some survive. 


The toad digs in, earthbound, impractical. 
I walk between two myths, 

a woman wooed by the Brothers Grimm, 
seduced by Sigmund Freud and Darwin. 
For Daedalus and the Frog Prince 

it was never a question of how but when. 
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AT THE MUSEUM 


gazelle-necked Nefertiti 

gazes from her plinth, decapitated, 

her painted face an oval smooth as an egg: 
hauteur in the angle of the chin, 

the lashless eyes, the ugly headdress, 

the utter absence of a smile. 


The Golden Ram of Ur 

with horns of lapis lazuli 
stands on his hind legs, 

caught fast in the golden thicket 
by his golden fleece. His eyes, 
opaque and precious, bulge 

as they must have bulged 

in Ur of the Chaldees. 


Time takes us by the hair. 
Speechless, we turn 

and take the corkscrew stair 
to the sanity of the streets. 
Bear with me. Death beats 
in the wings of pigeons, 

in their purple breasts. 
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ARTISTS AND MODELS: SCORING 
THE SKIN GAME 


Thurber, the misogynist, drew pale thick-waisted women 
naked, pear-shaped harridans with pudding faces 
crouched atop bookcases glowering like baleful sphinxes, 


but Picasso, the better workman, drew 

those melting blue madonnas, then 

fragmented harlequins fingering flat blue guitars 
to show he grasped the meaning of anxiety. 


Leonardo, being anatomically inclined, 

saw through the skin with a surgeon’s eye, 
drew man the muscular machine, meticulously 
putting all the organs in 


while Rubens’ eye was Rabelaisian: winking 
at Original Sin, he painted breasts and thighs 
with skin like pink pearls dipped in wine and candlelight. 


It’s all in the point of view: 

Pygmalion’s marble dream-come-true 

or Andrew Wyeth’s cripple crawling through a meadow 
in the thin New England light—pretty, uptight Puritan 
with a dress on. 
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WHAT, SAID DR. MENNINGER, 
EVER HAPPENED TO SIN? 


Do you have a head for heights? 
Do you want to be looked up to? 


Go live among dwarfs. 
Feed them pennnes; watch their eyes light up. 
Like one-armed bandits, they have no compunctions. 


Their heads make handsome souvenirs— 
watch-fobs, lavaliers—or hung in bunches, 
cleverly, like dried onions, 

will make your walls a conversation piece 
you can be proud of. Hurry. 


The latest census indicates 

the birthrate among red dwarfs is dropping sharply— 
due, no doubt, to their steady diet of copper 

or their liberal abortion laws. 
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GOOD COUNTRY PEOPLE, OR 
YOU CAN’T GET THERE FROM HERE 


Trussed up and turning on hell’s spit 

or caught cat’s-cradled in a lullaby 

of inhibitions, cursing that fait accompli whereby 
total immersion forever after makes all of my 
decisions, I can see so clearly 

how that Bible salesman left me 

stranded in the haymow with one leg to stand on, 
smarting from this so-called circumcision 

of the heart. 
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MOUNT IDY: A POKER VARIATION 


Suicide is such a comforting thought: 
mad money, tucked away— 

cold cash, cold comfort— 

for a rainy day. 


Instead we play it your way: 

“Whores, fours, one-eyed Jacks, 

the Man with the Ax 

and a pair of natural sevens takes all” 
while the barometer, slowly but surely, falls. 
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AH, WYSTAN! 


Loving him was like having a cold in the head 

or eating peanut butter 

or putting the perfect poem in the mouth of a man 

who stutters. Never to get an edgewise word in! 

With a man like that you have to learn to listen. 

So you lean toward him like a rumpled rose at whose heart 
one tear-shaped dew drop glistens 

blue, like the eye of a unicorn, 

even a dead one. 
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STILL LIFE 


Sin-proof 
(how do you like them apples?) 
everlasting 
wax fruit: I arrange them 
(without tasting) 
five/identical/red/apples 
perfection on a pewter plate 
and add 
the last of the Christmas nuts 
for emphasis 
and wait 
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BY BRIDGES TOO WET FOR BURNING 


All summer long 

I’ve sat here in this yellow 

rain Byronically gesturing 

with packets of wet paper matches, 
considering acetylene; 


then this wild Irishman 

with honey on his tongue 

comes sauntering and says to me: 
Baby, need a bomb? 
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SELF-PORTRAIT 


Feeling forty 
wry-eyed as a 
woman by Picasso 
scattered, slightly 
schizophrenic 

I should get 
myself together 
spit 

across the corridor 
where Whistler’s Mother 
sits 

serenely 

out of it 
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STALLION: SILVER CHIEF 


No mount for a debutant 

he stood too tall 

proud as a monument his bones 
sang in their sockets when 

a ton of blood and muscle 
gathered on the bit 


he was a wall 

a meteor 

a gyroscope 

smoother than a baby-blue Mercedes 
not even Thomas Wolfe 

could have created him 


all-over silver-blond 
beneath a saddle paved 
with silver conchas 
between my thighs 

his sinews thrusting 
surged like dyna-flow 
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LAMIA 


She coils like cobra, 

swells, strikes, scintillates, 
her venom dark, 

shot surely to the naked vein. 
She never misses. 

I am not afraid. 
Twice-bitten, 

I know death is kind. 
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AUTUMNAL EQUINOX ON THE ATLANTIC 


Overnight the light is bending 

and a thin wind whets its appetite 
against the jetty where the surf snarls 
pale as the underbelly of a shark. 


The tequila drinkers have gone off on tangents, 
taking blankets, lemons, salt, 
their Coppertone. 


Alone at last, we are magnanimous, 
drunk with sunlight, 
walking hand in hand. 


Inland the leaves are turning— 
ochre, burnt sienna, tan. 
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BULL BY “SEKKYO” 


(from the original Japanese wood block print, Kwansei Period— 
1789-1801) 


His horns are like twin sickle moons. 
Above him white peach blossoms open, 
tender as a lady’s fists. 

He dances clumsily, as best he can, 
the lonely, lumbering rites of spring. 
Only one hoof touches the ground. 
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PASSACAGLIA & BLUES 
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PASSACAGLIA AND BLUES 


Not even Bach can comfort me tonight. 

Play me something lowdown, hot and sweet— 
something slow and sobbing with a beat 
that pulses, throbbing, through the floor. 
Play me something that I never heard before. 
Lord, this Lethe lapping at my feet 

is black molasses. Bach is beautiful 

(so goddam neat, you know) 

but blues is better when love’s got the blight. 


CHAMBER MUSIC 


1. Berceuse 


Sleek and small and nacreous 
you nestle 

like a bullet 

in my brain 


The night you bloom— 
quick-silvered, 

frilled like a peony— 
Pll hold my breath 


These things are merely 
a matter of time 
Meanwhile 

your secret’s safe with me 
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CHAMBER MUSIC 


2. Nocturne 


Sunday night, Chopin: 

sitting in separate skins 

not talking 

letting the bruises fade 

love, listen: 

times like these 

your mouth goes soft like silly putty 
soft, and something in me 
slipping down 

sits singing 

where the wounds were 
where the armor’s torn away 


CHAMBER MUSIC 
3. Adagio (after Virginia Woolf) 


October’s blue doors baffle me 
Through glass 

the cellos of the wind 

weep bitterly 


Autumn and old loves 
leave gold rings 
tuthless as sphincters 
bittersweet 


From cellar to attic 
beat the ghost hearts 
but there is no key 


Sometimes 
the whole house smells of apples 


59 


CHAMBER MUSIC 


4. Solfeggio 


Dutiful as any Dutchman 
I go on and on 

writing words that you 
will never read: 

my thumbs, my 

frantic fingers jammed 

in dikes as if the sea 
were really 

level with the land 


ONE MORE TIME (A Barstool Ballad) 


Mr. Right, you slay me with your plain gold band 
(third finger, left hand) 
conspicuously absent but the tipoff is the tan 
that didn’t take. 
(Chorus) 
So tell me one more time about 
the one that didn’t work out. 
Let me hear your heart break 
one more time. 


Mr. Right, you’ve got me crying in my beer. 

Go on and bend my ear 

about the one that got away (my dear, 
a piece of cake!) 
(Chorus) 

So tell me one more time about 

the one that didn’t work out. 

Let me hear your heart break 

one more time. 

One ...more.. . time, 

one more time. 
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PAS DE DEUX 


Were the walls pale apricot shot through with silver? 
Was the floor a checkerboard of glue and glass? 
And did your eyes arc blue, as I remember, 

until my dress grew heavy and I could not pass? 


Did we dance? Or did we simply stand and stare 

with smiles like scimitars, one true, one false? 

Did you bow and say goodnight to me forever— 

or did you whisper, as you turned away, “Save me the waltz?” 
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STREET SONG IN TWO PARTS 


1 


Dilletantes and artful dodgers make me cry. 
Where is the grey-eyed girl who loved me? 

Not these fat-fingered whores on balconies 

with aces up their sleeves 

muttering memoirs into tape recorders. 

Where is the girl with level eyes who told me: 
Cherish this book. It is a map 

to all the side streets leading nowhere. 
Remember to turn right at the first PED XING. 


2 


The road to hell is paved with chalk. 
Where is the grey-eyed girl who lost me— 
lost me in spite of my best intentions 

at the corner of WALK — DON’T WALK? 
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BLACK IS THE COLOR OF MY 
TRUE LOVE’S HEART 


Black is the color of my true love’s heart, 
like a cheap black leather shoe 
that pinches till you’re black and blue 
then falls apart and can’t be mended. 
When he said “It’s ended”— 
smiling his white Ipana smile— 
I cried like a redheaded stepchild. 
What’s a girl to do 
with lovers all untrue? 
Black is the color of my true love’s heart; 
he loves me not. 
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PRELUDE 


When Fran played Bartok 

and Chopin (the scherzo 

like a bitter joke, but beautiful) 

the room turned blue with ghost smoke 
as she swung into Scott Joplin 

rags and someone’s mink coat, 

rich and brown as gravy, 

muffled the sound 

of a different drummer. 
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BLUES AT THE LAUNDROMAT 


How was I to know it would turn out this way? 
I thought you always knew 

the other women were a game men play, 

but not for keeps—oh, honey, 

not like you and me! 

I never thought that you would go away 

and leave me lonely as a May- 

tag repairman on a Sunday 

and I never thought that I would hear you say 
you’re gone for good and that’s the way 

the cookie crumbles, Jack, 

and if you come back, baby, 

that will be the day! 


METAPHORICALLY SPEAKING, 


when you look at me, 
I am a Tiffany lamp, lit, 
or a Christmas tree: 


I’m a chandelier, a citronella candle; 

I am red & green & yellow traffic lights; 

I’m the aurora borealis, Rome attacked by Vandals; 
I’m a beacon on a black and stormy night; 

Tm a klieg light; I’m a rush light; 

Tm what shines while prudent men are making hay; 
I'm the Neon Nine who put the BROAD in Broadway; 
I’m the key on brave Ben Franklin’s famous kite; 

I am all the nightlights burning in the nation’s nurseries; 
I’m an ad for EVEREADY batteries, 


but 

when you look away, 

I am a stained glass window 
on a rainy day. 
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SALT AND SAND 


I have not wept for three years— 

not even after that near-fatal interview, 

the final phone call, the last letter, 

the terrible six months before I knew 

you would not call again. 

Like some hapless Bedouin I have walked on— 
what else could I do?— 

through this preposterous wilderness 

with one cold star to guide me 

always away from you. 


METAPHORICALLY SPEAKING, 
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I am a Tiffany lamp, lit, 
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SALT AND SAND 


I have not wept for three years— 

not even after that near-fatal interview, 

the final phone call, the last letter, 

the terrible six months before I knew 

you would not call again. 

Like some hapless Bedouin I have walked on— 
what else could I do?— 

through this preposterous wilderness 

with one cold star to guide me 

always away from you. 


CIRCE’S SONG 


High on a crag with her wild hair flying 
Circe sits in a cage of bone 

and sings to the seawrack, sighing, sighing 
for a lover gone. 

“Black is the wind and the moon is dying” 
Circe sings in a monotone. 

“Alas! Alas!” shriek the seabirds, eyeing 
the silver foam. 


“Woe is the woman whose love is lying 
warm in the web that is not her own. 
Woe is the woman plying, plying 
shuttles through stone.” 
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Bio for TERRA AMATA 


Kathryn Bright Gurkin is a native of Whiteville, North Carolina. 
She was educated in the public schools and at Meredith College where 
she had the great good fortune of studying under Dr. Mary Lynch 
Johnson of the English Department. Mrs. Gurkin is the wife of Worth 
Gurkin and they have three sons. The Gurkins have lived in Clinton, 
North Carolina for over twenty years and Mrs. Gurkin has been active 
in the arts there, having helped to found the Sampson (County) Arts 
Council. 


Terra Amata is — or was — a real place on the southern coast 
of France, near Nice, where excavations turned up a footprint attri- 
buted to Homo erectus and attesting to his civilization. But in a larger 
sense Terra Amata is a state of being, for although Robert Frost called 
Earth “the right place for love,” love knows no latitudes nor longitudes 
and is impervious to time. 
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ABOUT KATHRYN GURKIN’S “RORSCHACH” 


Like Carolyn Kizer, Kathryn Gurkin is the sure poet-surgeon with a lacer 
in her hand. Her new book, Rorschach, is most powerful. 
—RonaLp H. BAYES 
St. Andrews Review 


Her poetry is hard won... depicts bone ... a strange tactile tune 
hummed by an avenging angel. 
—TuHomas N. WALTERS 


N. C. State University 


When the women are separated from the girls as writers of poetry, Kathryn 
Gurkin of Clinton is certainly one of the first group ,.. ‘I have no time 
for small talk/ adverbs fail me.’ Her poems do not handle life with white 
gloves. 

—AGNES McDonaLpD 


Raleigh News & Observer 
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